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chapter 9
Out of the Deeps, Oh Lord!
" TF the Lord had not been on my side," said Mr Myame,
J^ " when men rose up against me, they had swallowed
me up quick when their wrath was kindled against me.
Then the waters had overwhelmed me, the stream had gone
over my soul.
" Yes, but thou spared him, Lord. His weeping was turned
to joy. Blessed be the Lord who hath not given us a prey to
their teeth. Our soul is escaped as a bird out of the snare of the
fowlers ; the snare is broken and we are escaped. Blessed
words. Oh blessed words ! So thou dealtest with thy servant
David ! So thou dealest with all sinners that repent. And
now—do I cry in vain ? Are not these blessed words for me ?
Are not these words for me ? Out of the darkness I cry.
Let my cry come unto thee."
It was late at night and he was in his study in sore tribulation
Wrestling with the Spirit. For some months he had been living
in a state of great spiritual contentment. Now suddenly a
terrible darkness had closed in upon him. His sense of Divine
Guidance had departed from him. He delivered these long
treasured words with profound emphasis and paused. But
there came no answer to him in the stillness without or within.
" Hide not thy face from me," he resumed, ec in the day
when I am in trouble; incline thine ear unto me : In the
day when I call, answer me speedily. For my days are con-
sumed like smoke, and my bones are burnt as an hearth.
My heart is smitten, and withered like grass ; so that I forget
to eat my bread. By reason of the voice of my groaning my
bones cleave to my skin. I am like a pelican of die wilderness :
I am like an owl of the desert. I watch, and am as a sparrow
alone upon the house top. Mine enemies reproach me all
the day ; and they that are mad against me are sworn against
me. For I have eaten ashes like bread, and mingled my drink
with weeping, because of thine indignation and thy \vrath :
for thou hast lifted me up, and cast me dowr.M

